lady the Freedom of the City of London. which
we beg her to accept.

[lie resumes his sea! ar?:idsi appldus::.

CHAMUERLAIN (stepping forward] : Miss Florence
Nightingale, 1 am commanded by His Majesty

the King to convey to you the Insignia of the
Order of Merit, which His Majesty has been
graciously pleased to confer upon you in
recognition of your invaluable sen-ices to the
country and to humanity.

[He approaches and puts the insignia in her hands,

FLORENCE (with her smiling bow] : . . . Most kind.

Most kind. (To her XUS.SE) What is it, dear?
(Vaguely] They must be thanked,

THE NURSE (opening the box] : It's from the King,
darling. Put it over your shoulders.

FLORENCE (allotting ike riband to be slipped over her
head} : Certainly, certainly. How very, very kind.

[Clapping of hands among the company.

(To the NURSE) Why are they doing that ?
THE NURSE : It's the Crimea, darling.

FLORENCE : Oh. . . . Yes. . . . (Louder) All I can
tell you about the Crimea3 is how brave the
soldiers were . . ,

A HUSKY VOICE (from among the Crimean veterans) :
Ah ! An3 'ow brave you was too, rniss !

FLORENCE : Who's that ?

THE NURSE : One of the Crimean veterans.

FLORENCE : My brave soldiers. I've never for-
gotten their cheerfulness with each other and
their gentleness to me. And people tried to make
me believe that the British soldier was coarse
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